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Saints and Sinners Lying Broken 


Author's Notes: 
Although Charles and Matthew have the same surname they are only related through the blood they have 


given to each other. 


Charles was sitting alone under the canopy of trees outside of the wolve's cabin His knees bent to his chest, 
forearms resting on top. He stared up at the deep, dark sky, stars upon stars filled the heaven above and he 
wondered if there was an end to the galaxy, where everything was just a void. This was his customary place 
now since the day that his brother in blood, Matthew, had ascended. His body felt like the void that he 
imagined, he felt numb and alone, even though he had the rest of the pack around him. They tried their best 
to comfort him, knowing how close the two had been but they themselves were feeling the loss of the gentle 
soul that had been Matthew. 

"Charlie, come and join us, we are about to break our fast before dawn arrives," Falk said softly. 

Charles visibly started at the sound of the voice so close to him, he had been so deeply immersed in his own 


thoughts that he hadn't heard Falk exit the cabin 


"I'm not hungry," Charles replied, his voice gravelly to his ears. He seemed to seldom use his human voice now, 


he found it easier to communicate with the others in the pack when he was transformed. When Matthew was 


when they were snuggled up together during the day, away from the sunlight in the pitch black den. Just the 
two of them when no one else was close. Charles could almost feel the softness of Matt's auburn hair against 
his cheek as he whispered into the pale skin of his brother's neck He shivered and felt Falk's fingers digging 
into his shoulder. 

"Come Charles, it does you no good sitting here alone remembering," the younger man said "Matthew wouldn't 
want you to grieve so.” 

Charles blinked back the tears that threatened to fall once again, he had cried so many over the last week or 
so since Matthew had gone and he knew deep down that he should be strong around his pack mates but all the 
fight had gone out of him. 

"How do you know what Matthew would want?" Charlie snapped, his eyes blazing gold in the dim light "You were 
never the one to hold him when he was scared shitless after he'd been attacked, you didn't feel his heartbeat 
as though it were your own, you didn't give him your blood or take his so that you could live. You didn't love 
him so much that no words could express that love. | DID!" 

With those words, Charles whirled around and disappeared into the thicket behind the cabin, his wild mane 
forming a halo around his head as he faded from view. 

Falk sighed, running his hands through his short, dark hair. They had all tried to be there for Charlie, they 
knew what extreme pain his heart must be suffering but the pack needed him to be strong. They relied on 
each other heavily and with Matty gone, they needed each other even more so. Falk sauntered back into the 
cabin. Attila and Roel glanced up from their places at the table. 

"No Charles?" Attila inquired. 

Falk shook his head "He's taken himself off into the forest." 

Attila shook his head sadly and gestured at Falk to join them. 

"If things do not improve soon, we will have to think about seeking help from other packs. We cannot survive 
through the Winter months if we don't all pull together.” 

There had always been just the five of them, the ‘bloodred five’, they never needed or wanted any other pack 
members. It was when Markus arrived that everything took a downward dive, it was because of Markus that 
Matthew had left this world but if there were only the three of them, if Charlie retreated even further into 
his withdrawn state, times would be hard. Attila feared that this would be the end of the Powerwolf pack 
completely. 

As dawn spread tentative fingers of gold, orange and crimson along what seemed to be the very edge of the 
world, Charles quietly entered the cabin. The others were starting to begin their settling down routine to pass 
the day. Attila was always with Falk, Roel had been a lone sleeper for as long as they could remember and 
then it had been Charles and Matthew. They had slept intertwined with each other and Charlie missed Matty's 
warm, slender body close to his own If he closed his eyes he could imagine Matt next to him on the mattress, 
his beautiful red hair, which was normally caught at the nape of his neck by a ribbon or braided into a plait, 
was always loose during their sleep period. It had spread out across the crudely made pillow and fell over his 
bare shoulders. 

Charles ran his fingers gently over the pillow, feeling an indentation where Matthew's head had laid. Tears slid 
from his eyes again and his throat felt raw, how long would this terrible sorrow and longing last. He couldn't 


imagine ever feeling whole again, he couldn't envisage not having what felt like a huge gaping hole in his soul. He 


knew he was still recovering from the physical ordeal he had suffered at the hands of Markus and the rogue 
wolf pack but physical wounds would heal, were healing already, but his soul was a whole different matter. 
Eventually Charles slid into an uneasy sleep, one where he dreamt that Matthew wasn't dead, he was waiting 
for him where the wild wolves have gore, beautiful, healed, smiling and beckoning Charles to come to him. It 
would be so easy To join him, he could take his own life, there was nothing in the werewolf law that stated you 
had to go on living if it was not your will. He had gone through this indecision every day since Matt was taken 
from him but his loyalty to the other pack members held him back. As much as he wanted to be with 
Matthew, he also knew that his brother wouldn't want him to leave the other wolves in despair. 

"Why Matt, why did you have to go?" Charles whispered the words into the darkened room, steepling his hands 
in prayer as they had done together many times, he asked for guidance, he prayed for peace in his soul and 
he pleaded for his brother to come to him so that he wouldn't have to go through the rest his life feeling 


broken and alone. 


We Fell to Dust and Arose From the Dead 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles have the same surname they are only brothers through the blood they have 


given each other. 


Time seemed to stand still for Charles now. The other three wolves tried to coax him back into the present 
but he seemed to be slipping further into his own world where in his mind nothing had changed. His health was 
suffering both mentally and physically, his physical injuries were healing but his strength was waning because 
he refused food more often than not and even the smell of fresh meat from the nightly kills didn't tempt him. 
Charles spent more and more time alone, wandering off into the night instead of going hunting with Falk, Roel 
or Attila 

"What can we do?" Falk asked Attila one night when Charles hadn't even spent the day asleep in the cabin with 
them. The Alpha shrugged his shoulders wearily, staring out into the forest beyond the cabin. 

"I do not know how to handle Charlie any more, he's either so depressed that trying to talk to him brings him 
to tears or else he's so angry that he rages at anything and then he's gone before | can reason with him. 
Something has to be done but | have no idea what. Come, let us eat before we go on the hunt, we cannot let 
ourselves become lethargic or complacent, we need to store food for the Winter, the nights are setting in 
earlier already so we have more time to track our prey.’ 

Falk nodded and the three of them sat at the table eating rabbit and squirrel that had been caught throughout 
the day. When the meal had finished there was still no sign of Charles, so Roel and Attila left for the hunt, 
leaving Falk behind to tend to household duties. 

Charles was curled up in a cave set deep into a rocky outcrop in the heart of the forest. He knew it well 
because he and Matt would come here to be alone, not necessarily to show their love for each other 
physically, although they did frequently, but just to be away from the others for a few hours. Sometimes 
they would talk, sometimes they would be silent, just holding each other. Charles always felt that he could 
drown in the deep amber pools of Matthew's eyes and he would bury his face into the soft auburn waves 
that draped over his brother's slender shoulders. He knew that he was letting the rest of the wolf pack down 
by shutting himself away but he couldn't face the looks of pity and the deliberate way that they avoided even 
mentioning Matt by name. 

Charles could almost feel Matt's physical presence being in the space they had come to so often There were 
items in the cave that the two had found together, unusual stones, piles of fir cones that permeated the cave 
with a woody, pine scent and even notes they had written to each other. There had still been tufts of Matt's 
grey fur tinged with red, clinging to the branches that covered the entrance to the cave and Charles had 
collected it to keep with him always. They had sometimes detoured here whilst out hunting in wolf phase and 
the lust they felt for each other had become too much. It had been thrilling to mate as wolves did when the 
rest of the pack was nearby. All that had gone Charles reminded himself and curled further into a tight ball, 
keeping his emotions hugged tightly inside him. 


When Charles didn't return to the cabin before daylight the next day Attila, Falk and Roel became very 
concerned. Falk did a quick scout around before dawn broke but could see no sign of their pack member. Maybe 
he had wandered even further away than usual or gone hunting on his own. They guessed that he must be 
more than hungry by now, having refused food before he left the cabin two days ago. They feared that 
Charles had met some kind of trouble, being in the depressed state that he was in, his senses were not as 
heightened as they would be normally. For now, there was nothing more they could do but when twilight 
followed this day, they would search for Charles in earnest, hoping against hope that nothing dreadful had 
befallen him. 

Attila woke with a start halfway through their sleep period, he didn't know what had wakened him but instinct 
immediately told him that danger was near. He gently shook Falk awake and whilst Attila rose from the 
mattress and went to the sack clothed covered window, Falk aroused Roel. They all listened intently for any kind 
of noise outside of the cabin and although it was only slight, there was a distinct crack of a branch under foot. 
It was much too bright for the wolve's sensitive eyes, even though the day was overcast but Attila could 
make out a shape near the treeline. Charles? He didn't think so, another wolf pack? Not in daylight, hunters? 
Maybe. 

Attila pulled on a cloak, draping the hood over his head and almost covering his face, it was the only way he 
could go out into the daylight without suffering too much. Instead of going out through the door, he climbed 
out through the back window, gesturing for Falk and Roel to stay where they were. Walking stealthily, close to 
the outside walls of the cabin at first, Attila then melted into the forest. Skirting around until he was close to 
where he had seen the figure. At first, he thought he was hallucinating, his eyes were aching and watering 
from the light so he rubbed them agitatedly but when he looked again the figure was still there, gazing fixedly 
at the cabin. 

"Matthew?" Attila walked out from the cover of the trees and stared at the auburn-haired young man who 
stood before him. 

"Attila?" 

"Matthew, how can it be you? You died and Charles carried you home, only for you to ascend without trace." 
| was taken before my time," the red head said softly "When | arrived and stood before the wolf council, they 
said | should not have been taken, it was not my time to die." 

Attila clapped his hands together in joy, then pulled the young pack member to him and hugged him tightly. 
Tears trickled down his cheeks, dripping slowly off his chin, mingling with the soft strands of Matthew's hair. 
"Thank the wolf Gods," Attila whispered softly, steepling his fingers in prayer pose "Now come inside, there is 
far too much light out here." 

Roel and Falk could not tell what had been going on outside, they feared the worst, that hunters had tracked 
them down but as Attila lead the figure towards the cabin, they both stared in disbelief. Falk was the first to 
fling open the cabin door and hurl himself down the steps to where the two men now stood. 

"Matt? Matty?" Falk shouted in disbelief "How..but.where?" he couldn't string a sentence together and Matthew 
smiled gently. 

"I will try to explain it all but | am bone weary," he said quietly "Where is Charles? | so desperately want to 
see him." 

Roel touched Matthew lightly on the shoulder "Its so good to see you Matt but sadly we don't know where 
Charlie is. He has been very depressed these last few weeks and he took himself off into the woods, we 


haven't seen him for two days now." 


"Oh Charlie," Matthew sighed his eyes full of love and sadness "I will find him, we had a special place and I'm 
sure that's where he will be but first | must rest and eat, the journey was long." 

They all entered the cabin and after Matthew had eaten, they settled down to sleep the rest of the day away. 
Later Matt would go in search of his brother and the pack would be complete again. 


All our Wildest Prayers have been Said 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles share their surname they are only brothers through the blood they gave each 
other. 


As night fell the wolves gradually woke and set about their duties. Matthew still felt somewhat disoriented 
from his experience into the unknown. It was a feeling of not quite belonging in his earthly body, he felt light 
and his head floated in an alarming way. Slowly pushing up from the mattress on the floor he steadied himself 
with his palm flat against the wall of the cabin. 

"Are you ok Matty?" Falk appeared at his side, placing a firm hand on the younger wolf's elbow and looking 
concernedly into Matthew's face. 

"Yes, I'll be fine, | just feel a bit dizzy, it will go off shortly." 

Matt pulled away from Falk, his sense of independence cutting in, he didn't want to appear weak or unable to 
cope on his own two feet in front of the other pack members. 

"Well, take it easy, it's not every day you come back from the dead. Come and eat, you'll feel better for having 
some good meat in your belly." 

Falk patted Matt's flat stomach and smiled affectionately then wandered over to the heavy wooden table 
where Attila and Roel sat, discussing plans for the night ahead. 

"Ah, Matthew, come sit here and enjoy the lamb that Roel caught last night" 

Attila patted the seat beside him and Matthew sank down onto it, glad to feel stable again His head still felt as 
though he'd left a part of it behind somewhere, it was hard to explain but the feeling was growing that a 
major part of his being was missing. Ok, he knew that he was missing Charles and Charles was a big chunk of 
his soul but this wasn't about his brother, this was about his inner self. 

Attila must have been talking to Matt whilst his thoughts had turned inward because the older man, his Alpha, 
was staring quizzically at him. 

‘Sorry, did you ask me something?" Matthew said turning to Attila, his cheeks flushing in embarrassment that 
he hadn't been listening to what his Alpha had to say. 

‘Its fine Matthew, | know you've been through a lot lately and it has all taken it's toll on you. | just asked if 
you were coming hunting with us this night or if you were going to seek out Charles and get him to come 
home, he has missed you greatly and will be pleased that you have been allowed to come back to us." 

Matt nodded, auburn strands of hair falling forward over his shoulders. 

| want to find Charlie first, my heart yearns to be with him again," he said softly. 

‘Of course, and he needs you Matty, he is not complete without you, it has been a tough time for us all but 
especially for Charles." Attila concluded rising from the table and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 
"That was good lamb Roel, you did well last night, it is your turn to stay and set the traps in the forest 
tonight, Falk will accompany me on our hunting spree this night. Now come faithful companion and let us waste 


no more time." 


Falk nodded and followed Attila to the door of the cabin, he could already feel his body realigning itself to 
transform into wolf and he relished the hunt tonight. It was a cool, clear night and the crescent moon was 
already high above the canopy of trees, it was a good night to be out in the forest with his Alpha and Falk 
gave a little shiver of delight at the prospect. 

As soon as Attila and Falk had left the cabin, Matthew stood up from his place at the table, steadying himself 
against the thick wood. Roel watched him, wanting to help but knowing his friend would refuse. Matt blinked 
several times as though trying to clear his vision, the dizziness came in waves and he waited until the worst 
had passed before moving towards the door. 

"Do you want me to help you search for Charles?" Roel asked tentatively as he sorted the snares and traps to 
take into the forest. 

"No, I'd rather go alone, I'm sure he will be in our special place and he wouldn't want you To witness his 
emotion when he sees that | am not dead." 

The taller man nodded, "| understand but take care out there Matt, you are still finding your feet and there 
are many hazards out among the trees.” 

Before any more was said, Matthew caught his hair back in a black velvet ribbon and pulled his hoodie over his 
head, he filled a flask full of clear spring water and then he left the cabin in search of his brother. 

The familiar sounds of night in the forest were somehow comforting to Matthew, the outline of an owl flying 
like a spectre through the branches of the trees caught his attention, he saw it dive down and return to the 
branch with a mouse in its beak. A Nightjar's song rang out clear and sweet a way off reassuring him that no 
danger was nearby, if it was so then the forest would be silent. 

It took Matthew almost an hour to reach the entrance to the cave, he had stopped several times on his 
journey taking a swig from the flask which helped to clear his muzzy head. Sweeping aside the undergrowth 
that camouflaged the entrance he entered cautiously; he didn't want to startle Charles if he was there, 
especially as his brother thought him dead. The light was dim and it took a few seconds for Matt to adjust his 
sight, he stayed by the opening until he could see more clearly. At first, he could see nothing but then he 
noticed what he had thought to be a pile of clothes bundled in the far corner, he then realised that Charles 
was huddled on his side with his knees crooked up in foetal position. Matthew approached silently then knelt 
down on one knee where his brother lay. 

"Charlie," he whispered softly, leaning close to the other man's ear. 

At first there was no response and Matt wasn't sure if his brother was sleeping or unconscious. He 
tentatively reached out and gently ran his fingers over Charles's thick chestnut hair then trailed them down 
his neck and onto his shoulder. Charles jumped as though he had felt a jolt of electricity go through him, he 
rolled over quickly onto his back and grabbed Matthew's wrist roughly. 

"Charlie, it's me," Matt said huskily staring down into his brother's confused eyes. 

"How can it be you," Charles sat bolt upright "You are dead, do not taunt me with these dreams." He lashed 
out, knocking Matthew backwards onto the ground. 

"It is me Charles, | promise you, the holy wolf council sent me back to you, they said it was not my time to 
die, that the bonds | had here were strong and pulling me back home." 

Charles reached out and clutched at Matthew's hair, threading his fingers through the thick auburn pony tail; 
his other hand gripped his brother's neck Matt could feel Charlie's hands shaking as he held him, he looked 
wrecked, dishevelled and unkempt, it was so unlike him to be like this but he knew that in the circumstances he 


would have been exactly the same. 


"Matthew?" Charles's voice shook with emotion, his voice trembling, his tear-stained face inches from his 
brother's own. Matthew smiled gently and then pulled Charlie towards him, their lips meeting fleetingly at first 
and then crushing together passionately. 

‘I've missed you so much Matty, tell me I'm not dreaming this, please let it be real" 


"It is, | am, I'm here, | love you." 
Y 


We Will Wait and We Will Guard You 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles have the same surname, they are only brothers through the blood they have 


given to each other. 


Charles held Matthew like he would never let him go ever again and Matt felt safe in his brother's embrace, 
part of him was restored now but he still felt the hollow void inside that was so deep that it was unreachable. 


"| don't understand how | could have carried you home, lifeless, no hope of saving you on that terrible night 


and yet here you are my little brother, here in my arms again" 


A tear trickled slowly over Charles's cheekbone and then immersed itself into the soft nest of his beard. 
Matthew stroked his thumb across his brother's cheek to eradicate the damp trail that the tear had left 
behind then Charles caught Matt's hand and gently kissed his palm. 


"Living without you has been hell," he whispered, his fingers caressing the redhead's neck and then undoing the 
black ribbon that caught the thick auburn hair at the nape of Matt's neck; it cascaded softly around the 
younger man's shoulders once released from its restraint and Charles's breath hitched as he leant in for 


another kiss. 


Lost in exploring each others bodies again, even though it had been only a short time that they had been 
apart, the night deepened and time slipped away from them. Matthew felt as though his mind and body were 
disconnected, he strived to get his wholeness back but it seemed just out of reach. He had thought that once 
he had been reunited with Charles it would right itself, that he would be complete again but there was still 
something missing, something that he just couldn't fathom. 


"We had better get back to the pack," Matt said abruptly, pulling out of Charles's embrace "Attila, Falk and 


Roel will want to know that you are safe and well, they have been worried about you." 
Matthew stood, swaying briefly as the dizziness overtook him. 


"Hey," Charles stood beside him now and placed a loving hand in the small of his brother's back to steady him 
"Are you okay?" he asked concernedly. 


"You should be resting brother, this experience is not to be discounted lightly, your body needs time to adjust 


back to the world” Charles slipped his arm around Matt's waist, pulling him in for support, "Lean on me, | am 


always here for you." 
Matthew did just that and together they made their way back through the forest to their cabin home. 


Attila and Falk were still out hunting when they arrived and Roel was doing a round of the traps he had set 
earlier, so the cabin was still and quiet. Charles saw that Matthew was settled on their mattress, then ducked 
under the makeshift shower rigged up at the back of the shack on the deck. He hadn't washed, shaved or 
changed clothes since Matt had been taken from him, so it felt good feeling the captured rainwater trickle 
over him. He scrubbed his hands over his body, removing the dust and grime from the cave, then wrapped 


himself in a cotton sheet and padded back into the kitchen. 


Matthew had rested for a few minutes but then prepared food for them both and after tying back his stil 
wet hair and pulling on a pair of loose sweatpants, Charles joined his brother at the table. He ate ravenously, 
realising now how hungry he was, he also drank copious amounts of water and blood, feeling the warmth and 
strength coming back to his deprived body. Matt's amber eyes flicked to him often but they still seemed to 
hold a haunted almost unworldly look to them and Charles worried that the experience had been too much 


mentally for him to cope with. 


Just as Charles had finished his robust meal Roel entered the cabin, his eyes lit up when he saw his fellow 
pack member and realised that he was safe and looking as he should, maybe slightly thinner but otherwise fine. 


"Is good to have you back," the taller man said as they embraced "Losing Matthew and then you was very 
hard on us all." 


Charles nodded as he moved away and gravitated towards Matthew, running his hands over his brother's slim 
shoulders as he sat at the table. He felt Matt tremble at the touch so increased the pressure, massaging 
gently with the pads of his fingers until he felt his brother relax against him. 


‘lm going back out in a while to check the traps before sunrise, you both should rest, it's been a traumatic 


time for you." Roel said as he drank heartily from the flagon of water in the kitchen. 


Charles nodded and without wasting any more time he pulled Matt to his feet and led him to the mattress. 
Matthew followed as though he were sleepwalking and Charles noted that he swayed slightly and was unsteady 


on 


his feet. Before they lay together the older man undid the buckles and straps on Matthew's tunic top and slid 
it down slowly over his shoulders, as he did so he gently kissed the pale flesh as it was revealed, revelling in 
the scent and texture of his brother's skin, the unique musky aroma that was Matthew's alone. 


Cupping Matt's face in his large, calloused hands, Charles pressed his lips to his brother's again and again, just 
soft, light kisses, barely touching their lips together. His brother's amber eyes stared into Charles's steel grey 
gaze, locked together, shutting out the world around them. By the time Charles had pulled Matthew down onto 


the mattress, Roel had left the cabin and the two were alone again at last. They clung together as though 
they were one entity, twin souls reunited but still Matthew felt the deep-seated feeling that he wasn't whole. 


It was when Charles's passion rose to the surface and his carnal wolf instincts took over that Matthew 
realised that he no longer felt his own wolf spirit within him. It had been when lust swept through his body 
that the wolf surged through him and their coupling was generally rough and driven by a passion that 


encompassed both human and wolf. 


"Charlie!" Matt tried to pull away as the stronger male held him down, a deep throaty groan coming from 
behind bared teeth. 


"Charlie, | can't do this, I'm sorry, please Charlie." Matthew struggled violently, eventually loosening the grip 
Charles had on his hair and right bicep and wriggling out from beneath the bigger man. 


"What's wrong?" Charles asked, taking a moment to gather his thoughts together, his pupils blown with lust. 


"I feel I've lost the wolf spirit within me, l'm just empty, the passion has gone, please forgive me Charlie.” 
Matthew's eyes showed the pain and loss that he felt, being blessed with the wolf spirit was part of who he 
had been from a child, he couldn't understand why this had been taken from him. 


"Nothing to forgive little brother, whatever you feel is fine with me, take your time, | am here for you 
forever and whenever you feel ready you know | will never refuse you anything. What you have been through 
is something | cannot begin to comprehend. The Wolf Council may have deprived you of the spirit to enable you 
to heal and adjust again to being granted more time in this world. Now sleep little brother, | will be here when 
you wake." Charles kissed Matthew tenderly on the brow and pulled him close. Matthew sighed and relaxed back 
into Charles's arms, sleep came to him then and eventually to Charles as well, it had been hard to lose Matt 


and having him back was enough for now. 


Times of Pain and Times of Craving 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles share the same surname they are not related, they are brothers through the 
blood they have given to each other 


Attila and Falk returned just before daybreak, they were weary and both sported scrapes and bruises from an 
encounter with a particularly large stag that they had eventually brought down. It was a good kill, plenty of 
meat for several weeks for the pack and they were satisfied with the night's excursion. Once the stag had 
been dragged into the meat store, Attila glanced across the room and before Roel could tell him, saw Charles 
curled up with Matthew on the mattress. He breathed a sigh of relief seeing the brothers together again and 
involuntarily crossed himself in thanks to the wolf god. 

"Things are how they should be again," Falk muttered as he sank down into one of the carved wood chairs at 
the table. 

Roel poured them all a cup of ale and joined his pack mates in a draft before retiring to bed leaving Falk and 
Attila to wash up and settle on their bunk in the opposite corner of the cabin Before climbing into bed, Attila 
noticed that Matthew was restless and wandered over to the brother's mattress. Deep brown eyes stared up 
at him and he noticed a single tear making its way down the young man's cheek. Attila crouched down and 
cupped Matt's face gently. 

"Talk to me Matthew," Attila said softly. 

Matt slid from beneath the blanket not wishing to disturb Charles from his slumber, he needed to catch up on 
days of sleep deprivation whilst Matthew had been gone. Attila stood and moved as far away as he could from 
the other sleeping pack members, Matt joined him soon after. 

"| will need to leave the pack," the redhead stated, his head bowed as he found the words difficult to say. 
"What? Why? You have been granted your life back, you belong here with us," Attila pulled the slender form 
against him, wrapping his arms around the trembling figure of the younger man. 

"L am no longer wolf," Matthew said into the warmth of the older man's woollen cloak. 

Attila absentmindedly stroked his fingers through Matthew's soft auburn waves then tipped Matt's face up to 
look at him. 

"How do you know? You have not been hunting with us, not tried to transform." 

"Since | returned, | have felt that deep down a part of me was missing, | just didn't know what it was exactly 
but there was a void, then when." his voice trailed off and Attila urged him to go on. 

"Then when Charlie started to get physical and | usually feel the wolf spirit rise within me, there was nothing. | 
couldn't mate with Charles; | didn't feel that strong desire that's always been there and | knew that was what 
the void was. | will be of no use to the pack, | haven't got the will to hunt or kill anymore, l'm sorry Attila." 
Matthew's voice cracked and he sobbed softly into the strong body and gripped tightly onto the arms that 
held him. Attila was his alpha, he had always been there for the brothers since their parents had been killed, 
to leave the pack, especially Charles, would be heart-breaking for him but he would just be a liability now, no 
pack could support a member that couldn't hunt or defend the others in a fight. Matt might be one of the 


slighter members in build of the pack but he was quick and wily and like Falk, he was an asset in the hunt 
because of this. 

"Let's not be hasty Matthew, we can take our time, you have not long returned from your journey into the 
unknown, the wolf council may have considered this and withheld your wolf spirit until you are feeling capable 
of handling all the feelings and effort it takes to transform, be patient, it will return, | am sure. In the 
meantime, you can still set traps like you did before and collect the spoils, that is important to the pack and 
you do it well". 

Attila slackened his hold on Matt's slender frame and held him at arm's length. 

"Go back to Charlie, if he wakes and finds you gone it will distress him and he's had far too much of that of 
late." 

Matthew nodded and turned to go back to his brother then hesitated. 

"Thank you, dear alpha, you have always known how to give me the strength to carry on when | feel all is lost. 
| hope | do not let you down" 

Attila raised his hand as if to dismiss the suggestion that Matthew could ever let the pack down and watched 
as the redhead sank back down to the mattress and Charles snuggled into him. It was a worry the alpha 
admitted to himself as he walked over to where Falk lay, softly snoring, but whatever happened they would 
never let Matt face the world alone. They were the Bloodred Five, bound to each other by invisible ties and 
they would get through this together. Attila was sure that Matthew's wolf spirit would return but perhaps 
the wolf council needed to be reassured that he was strong enough and capable of gaining it back, only time 
would tell. 

The next night for the first time in many weeks the five of them sat around the table together before going 
out on their nightly hunt and surveillance of their territory. They ate and drank heartily and the mood was 
lighter than it had been for some time. Charles looked so much better after his restful sleep and good food, 
unaware of his brother's conversation with Attila. Matthew seemed to have accepted that his alpha was right 
and it was just a matter of time before he would become wolf again. 

Although reluctant to leave Matt alone at the cabin, the four wolves set off once the moon started to rise. It 
was a clear night with a nip in the air signalling that Winter was now not far off. Falk-Maria and Attila were 
the first to transform and disappeared into the forest less than a mile away from the cabin. Falk had got the 
scent of something unusual and was eager to be off. 

Charles found transforming more painful than previously because of his time spent at the cave away from 
the pack. His body was less supple, muscles less honed to cope with the way his body changed shape so 
radically but he managed, albeit slower than Roel. They both loped off in the opposite direction to Falk and 
Attila, hoping to maybe down a few sheep that had wandered off from their flock a few miles away on the 
heath land. What they didn't prepare for was to encounter a large pack of wild dogs that also had their eye on 
the sheep. 

Whilst the two wolves were undeniably much larger and more powerful than the dogs, these were bred for 
hunting and had obviously been living wild for some time. They were ferocious from the get go, snarling, teeth 
gnashing and nipping at the wolves’ flesh, something that must be avoided at all cost. Infected wounds were the 
last thing they wanted. Charles and Roel retreated, a few sheep were not worth the risk of a serious injury 
but the dogs pursued them until Charles in his anger at being chased, tossed one of the animals in the air and 
the others then backed off. They were disappointed not to have caught anything but the night was still young 


so they made their way closer to the nearest village where they knew goats and chickens were likely kept. 


Attila and Falk were several miles away and Falk still held his head high, scenting the air. It was an intriguing 
aroma that assaulted his nostrils, something that he had smelled before but was out of reach in his memory 
as to where and what it was. Suddenly it came to him, it was the alluring scent of a female wolf, not just one 
but several, fairly close by. Falk had forgotten how intoxicating the aroma was and he ran his tongue over his 
teeth, saliva dripping from his jowls. 

Attila now sensed wolves nearby and knew that this could spell trouble. Females had never been part of their 
pack and they had been contented with just the five males together. Roel had never asked to take a mate and 
Charles and Matthew had always been a pair. Falk had been his companion for many years now and he hoped a 
female would not come between them. He nudged against the younger wolf, indicating that they should go back 
the way they had come now but Falk was not interested, he growled threateningly at Attila and proceeded 
forward. 

Attila hesitated but was determined not to leave Falk, so after a few minutes he followed the slender wolf 
from a distance until he saw the sight he dreaded most, Falk was surrounded by three she-wolves rubbing 
against him, licking his face and head in greeting. This didn't bode well for the pack; it was sure to cause 
disruption among them if Falk decided to bring the females back to the cabin with him. Attila sighed, lying down 
on the periphery of the clearing, head on his huge, shaggy paws, he would wait it out and see how things 
progressed but his heart was sinking in his chest as every minute ticked away. Falk had always been his 
companion, now it seemed that he had competition for his affections. 


All the World has Fallen in my Head 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles share the same surname they are only brothers through the blood they have 


given to each other. 


When Roel and Charles returned to the cabin with their contribution to the meat store; several rabbits and a 
brace of wild fowl, it was to find Matthew sitting cross legged on the mattress he shared with Charles with a 
sketch pad across his knees. He had always had an artistic flair and had multiple sketches of Charles 
throughout the years in various stages of dress, as well as many of him naked and some of him in wolf phase. 
Charles walked over to Matt after he had deposited the spoils and washed the dirt and dust from his hands 
and face. 

The older brother dropped a kiss on top of Matthew's bowed head and then knelt before him to see what he 
had drawn. 

"Let me see?" Charles held out his hand for the sketchbook but Matt didn't relinquish it as he normally would 
have done. 

"Is just something," the younger man replied. 

"Something?" 

Matthew nodded, then folded the book closed and raised himself from the mattress to walk to the kitchen 
area. Charles was puzzled, Matt didn't usually keep anything from him, he was by all accounts lower in status 
than his brother and therefore bound to obey any requests that Charles should make. Truth be told, Charles 
never pressed Matthew to obey him, he loved him too deeply for that but there were generally no secrets 
between them. 

As Matt had left the book on the mattress when he got up, Charles flicked it open. He smiled as he 
encountered so many drawings of himself, it was not unexpected because he had watched his brother do the 
sketches when he was present of course and it triggered memories of time they had spent together, but then 
he came to several pages that felt difficult to understand. He could only assume that they were of how 
Matthew perceived himself, a desolate figure with a gaping hole inside. Some showed a wolf in the far-off 
distance and Matthew's arms held out to it, reaching for the wolf that was no longer within him. Charles 
swallowed hard, gulping back a strong emotion that could easily turn to tears. 

"| didn't want you to see," Matthew said softly, staring down at the book being held in his brother's trembling 
hands. 

Charles stood up, placing the book back onto the mattress and then he gathered the younger man in his arms, 
encircling him protectively, resting his cheek on top of Matt's head and rubbing circles on his back in comfort. 
"I'm so sorry that you are feeling this way Matty, | don't want you to be sad. You have endured much over 
these past few weeks and to lose your wolf within must make you feel so alone." 

Matthew nodded and rested the weight of his body against Charles, letting him bare the sorrow with him. It 
was good to feel the solid warmth of Charles around him, breathe in the scent of him that had always been 


so familiar. Although his wolf spirit no longer resided within him, Charles was an essential piece of him and 
they still had the bond that had been part of them since childhood. 

Eventually Matthew pulled out of the embrace and linking his fingers through Charles's, he led him to the table 
where Roel had been sitting, quietly observing the interaction between his two pack mates. Matthew gestured 
for his brother to sit down and within minutes he placed a bowl of thick, meaty soup and chunks of soft, 
warm bread in front of both men, then filled two mugs full of ale. Roel thanked Matt for the meal and Charles 
smiled then nodded, acknowledging that it smelt good. They both ate and drank with relish and settled down to 
chat about their hunt that day. 

Out in the forest Attila grew tired of watching Falk being fawned over by the three Luna wolves. He 
approached the group with caution, they would recognise that he was an Alpha and automatically drew rank 
over Falk who along with Charles was a Beta, the pack's second in command, Attila would therefore have first 
pick of any mate he desired. The fact that Falk Maria had always been his chosen mate would not be 
recognised by the she-wolves, they would still crave him because of his status within the pack. 

Falk came to his side immediately, rubbing his head against the older, more powerful wolf, then went back to 
where the females were gathered. Thoughts were battering Attila's mind and he knew that Falk was 
communicating with him but in his excitement the thoughts were garbled. The one main thought that filtered 
through the garble was that Falk wanted to bring the Luna's back with him to the wolves’ cabin and Attila 
didn't like that thought one bit. 

It was nearing daybreak when Roel and Charles heard the door to the cabin swing open, bringing with it a gust 
of fresh morning breeze and also unfamiliar scents. Roel sat up immediately, his curiosity aroused, at first, he 
was confused seeing Attila and Falk in the doorway, silhouetted by the grey light of dawn, but then he saw 
that with them came three other figures. Charles also pulled himself to sitting position abruptly, letting 
Matthew's head, which had been resting peacefully on his brother's chest until that moment, fall heavily into 
his lap. 

"Wha?" Matt grumbled sleepily and tried to burrow back into Charles's warmth but his brother rolled him 
back onto the pillow and slid off the mattress wanting to know first hand, what was going on and stopping only 
to pull on a pair of sweatpants over his nakedness. 

"Attila?" Charles walked over and stood beside his Alpha, soon to be joined by Roel. They both stood head and 
shoulders above the stockier figure who had shifted from wolf phase to human apart from his hands, they 
still bore claws and were covered in mottled grey fur. 

"What's going on?" Roel asked, feasting his eyes on the three women who were standing close to Falk, staring at 
him as though he was some sort of God. 

"Falk Maria found the Luna's on our hunt, they have lost their den through fire, some of their pack also 
perished under the hands of hunters and the rest scattered in terror, now they are without protection or 
home. It was only right that we offered them shelter until they can find the surviving members of their pack." 
Attila explained. 

Charles sensed that his Alpha was not altogether happy with this arrangement but it was a rule among wolves 
not to leave Luna's to fend for themselves. 

"They must come in then and accept our hospitality," Roel said, his eyes dancing with delight, skipping over the 
shapely bodies of the three women. He bowed to them and then swept his arm in a wide arc indicating for 
them to come in. 


Charles followed Attila and when the latter went into the kitchen area he cornered him. 


"You know letting these women, these Luna's stay here will only bring trouble to our door," Charles said quietly 
but still with a forceful tone to his voice. 

Attila spread his hands wide in supplication and then resignedly replied to his Beta "What was | to do? | could 
not leave them in the wild, vulnerable and homeless." 

"But you're not happy right?" the younger man countered. 

"No Charlie, l'm not happy, | fear that Falk Maria is taken with them and that he will feel the need for cubs of 
his own. He is still young and | am getting old, why would he want to stay with me?" 

"But you are his Alpha, his long-term mate, he will not leave you, | am sure." 

Charles squeezed the older man's shoulder but could see the worried look in his eyes. 

"Letts show them to the storage barn, it is comfortable there and room for them to make beds for 
themselves." 

Attila nodded and together they managed to persuade the women to follow them and move away from Falk and 
Roel. They took them to the barn which was attached to the outer side of the cabin, where they kept dry 
goods, flour, oats and straw for the mattresses. The Luna's - Fiona, Bree and Gwen were pleased with the 
accommodation and soon began making platforms in the straw for sleeping. Roel brought them some of the 
soup that Matthew had prepared and then left them to their preparation for sleep. 

Charles removed the sweatpants he had donned and slid back under the blanket next to Matthew. The redhead 
immediately snuggled up next to his brother and Charles encircled him with his arms. 

"What was going on?" Matt asked, voice heavy with sleep. 

"ll tell you in the morning little brother, now go back to sleep." 

Charlie kissed him gently and within minutes the younger man's breathing was deep and steady again 

Charles lay awake for a while thinking of Attila's plight and wondering how the Luna's would affect their lives. 
He had a bad feeling that all would not be well but hoped that he would be proved wrong. Eventually sleep 


came to him and the cabin fell silent apart from the gentle snores of the Bloodred Five. 


Blood our Bound we Bleed, Father 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles share the same surname they are only brothers through the blood they have 


given each other 


When right fell Attila woke and turned over, stretching out his limbs and finding an empty space next to him. 
In the gloom he could still see an indentation in the pillow where Falk's head had rested and his scent was 
heavy in the air surrounding the mattress, but there was no sign of the younger man in the immediate 
vicinity. OF course, he could have just gone outside the cabin to pee Attila mused, but in his heart of hearts 
he knew that his mate was with the Luna's. He lay still, listening for any approaching footsteps or distant 
sounds of activity but could hear nothing. Sighing heavily Attila dragged himself from the bed, not wanting to 
face the truth. 

Matthew was already up and sitting at the table drinking tea, he greeted his Alpha but noticed how worried 
and low he looked. Charles had told Matt the story about the she-wolves when they lay in bed together 
before rising and also how he feared there would be trouble with their presence. Matthew could see what his 
brother meant as he realised that neither Falk nor Roel were in their usual places this night. Without speaking 
the younger man placed a cup of the warm beverage in front of Attila and waited for his Alpha to broach the 
subject of the two missing pack members, but nothing was forthcoming. After a while of brooding silence, 
Attila kicked the chair backwards out of his way and headed for the cabin's back door. By that time, Charles 
had come to join Matt, standing behind his brother's chair; he placed his hands on Matt's shoulders and gently 
rubbed the tips of his fingers along the tense muscles surrounding his neck, feeling the soft drape of his 
brother's hair against them. 

"What should we do?" Matthew asked, looking up into Charles's concerned face. 

"Nothing, we have to leave it to Attila to do what has to be done." 

When Attila entered the barn that they had allocated to the Luna's, it was to see Falk and Roel surrounded by 
the three young she-wolves, the women were giggling and presenting the two pack members with breakfast 
that they had concocted from the various items stored there. Attila felt his hackles rising but he pushed back 
the animosity that bubbled away inside him. He would have liked to have ordered Falk and Roel to go back to 
the cabin but resisted the urge to do so. Roel was a free spirit, as long as Attila had known him, he had never 
had or expressed a desire to be with a mate. Now the Alpha could see that this was a possibility and he could 
not blame the younger man for wanting a relationship with one of the Luna's. 

Falk turned abruptly and caught sight of Attila standing in the doorway, although the Alpha's stature wasn't 
large, his bearing and aura certainly was. 

"Come join us to partake in breaking the fast," Bree offered, gesturing to Attila to sit at the makeshift table 
where the others sat. 

Falk beckoned to Attila but the older man waved his hand in denial and dismissal. 

"I will take mine with the rest of my pack and would prefer that you were there with me Falk Maria Schlegel," 
the words were spoken with a commanding tone but it was Roel who stood and proceeded to join Attila in the 


doorway. 

"You can stay dear Roel, if you wish to take a mate then | will not stop you, you have been alone for many 
years.” 

Roel nodded his thanks and went back to sit next to Gwen, she patted his arm and then rubbed her head 
against his hand in an affectionate wolf-like gesture. Falk however didn't move, he stared at Attila with a 
defiance that the Alpha didn't know the man was capable of. Falk had always been willing to serve Attila no 
matter what the task, so this new attitude was totally alien to the gentle character that Attila had always 
known. 

‘| will assume that you wish to reside here with the Luna's then Falk, so kindly remove your belongings from 
our sleep area." 

Attila whirled around and exited the barn with a flourish, leaving the others to stare after him. Falk felt a 
twinge of guilt sneaking up on him like a cat about to pounce on a mouse but he dismissed the feeling and 
turned his attention to Fiona who giggled and pressed a juicy blackberry to his lips. 

"He's such a stuffy old man, trying to spoil your fun Falky," she cooed, running her fingers through his short, 
dark hair. 

"He is my Alpha and has looked after us all through thick and thin," Falk replied, realising just what they had 
been through together. The feelings of guilt within his gut made it twist tightly but he still tried to ignore his 
conscience and pushed the doubts away. 

Charles saw Attila return and knew by the look of intense sadness in his eyes that Roel and more poignantly, 
Falk, had decided to stay in the barn with the she-wolves. Matthew looked at his brother for a sign of what 
they should do but Charles was at loss to think of anything that would help the situation. The brother's sat in 
silence at the table whilst Attila stared mournfully out into the deep darkness that surrounded the forest. The 
night sounds of owls calling to each other in the stillness only added to the solemnity of the moment. 

It was Sunday, the Sabbath night, when no hunting took place. The wolves usually took their rest on that day, 
gathered strength. Matthew liked to walk on his own sometimes, he found solace amongst the trees and 
outcrops of rock. Although his wolf spirit had deserted him, he still needed to be at one with nature. Charles 
knew his brother had to be alone at times but he still felt uneasy about letting him go into the forest, he was 
vulnerable, even more so since he couldn't transform but pleading with his brother not to go was selfish so he 
followed him to the porch and just muttered "Take care out there little brother," and went back into the cabin 
Matthew meandered through the woodland breathing in the scent of pine and damp earth that was soft 
beneath his feet. Out here he felt more connected to his soul, his senses came alive and his thoughts were 
clearer. He worried about the pack if Falk and Roel decided to run with the Luna's, they had always been the 
Bloodred 5, they were intricately connected, so how would it be if the circle was broken. It was frightening and 
alien but if it was to be so there was nothing that could be done. 

Matthew feared for Attilas sanity, Falk Maria meant everything to the Alpha and although he was strong it 
was because he knew he was loved by them all and especially by Falk. As he turned for home the uncertainty 
of their future as a pack was gnawing away at him, he needed Charles's warm embrace to give him the 
security he needed right now. When Matthew entered the cabin he stopped abruptly, at first he thought he 
was having one of his nightmares but then he realised he couldn't be, he was awake and Charles had his arms 
around one of the she-wolves, she was nuzzling his hair and whispering to him softly. At that moment, 


Matthew's world fell apart. 


We Chose to Run with the Wildest of Wolves, Here we 
Stand 


Author's Notes: 
Although Matthew and Charles share the same surname they are only brothers through the blood they have 


given each other 


Charles turned quickly when he heard the door to the cabin slam shut, he hadn't realised that anyone had 
entered previously but he knew the only person that it could have been was Matthew. He pulled quickly away 
from Bree, his head was confused, why had he been letting this she-wolf touch him in this way, he had no 
desire to mate with her. She had come into the cabin to ask for his help in fixing the latch on the storeroom 
door and then somehow, she had charmed him, praising his beautiful mane and his manly torso. It was some 
sort of witchcraft she was using on him, he understood this now but he had to get away, go after his 


brother. 


‘Charles, where are you going?" Bree hung onto his arm as he headed rapidly for the door, trying to shake her 
off as she clung onto him like a limpet. 


"Get out of my way," Charles snarled, baring his teeth at her but she just smiled and rubbed against him 
seductively. 


"Sooo strong and manly," Bree cooed, entwining herself around Charles's body again until he grabbed both her 


arms and pushed her aside. 


Reaching the door in several long strides, Charles flung it open, his eyes searching desperately for a sight 
Matthew, he scanned the treeline then thought he caught a glimpse of auburn hair close to the rocky outcrop 
that the wolves used for moon worship and century duty if they needed to stand guard at any time. He ran 
then, his strides turning into a wolfish lope without being conscious that he was doing so, although he hadn't 
transformed completely, part of his inner wolf had become aroused because of Bree working her dark magic on 


him and that part was now fixed on finding Matthew. 


At first Charles thought he had been mistaken, he couldn't see Matt anywhere on the rocks but he scented 
the air and everything within him became alert to the fact that his brother was close. 


"Matty where are you?" Charles stood still and lifted his head so that he could hear any small sound; a twig 
cracking, stones crunching underfoot, anything that would signal that Matthew was nearby. Then he heard the 
whisper of leaves, as if something had brushed against them and he knew which direction to take. 


Matthew knew that Charles had come after him but he couldn't bear to face him, the hurt inside was 
palpable, as though he had been physically punched and he didn't want his brother near him at this moment. 
Charles had other ideas though, he wasn't going to let Matt think that this she-wolf had laid claim to him. It 
was something that had been inexplicably taken out of his hands, somehow she had charmed him, her 
pheromones had been overwhelming. Now he knew how Falk and Roel had succumbed to Gwen and Fiona, they 


were helpless when Luna's wanted a mate. 


Following the sound of the rustling leaves, Charles pushed through the undergrowth and saw Matthew huddled 
into the side of the steep set of rocks they used to negotiate the climb to the top of the outcrop. 


"Matt," Charles tentatively approached him, holding out his hands in supplication "It wasn't what you thought, |_| 


wasn't myself, she worked some sort of she-wolf magic on me, the pheromones were so strong, it was...” 


"DON'T," Matthew turned to him, eyes blazing golden in the night "I'm not a stupid fool Charlie, | could see what 


was happening. | don't blame you, you're in need of a mate, | understand that so don't treat me like a fool” 
‘lm not, | just want you to know that | didn't want it to happen, | didn't instigate it Matty, please believe me." 


Charles tried to move closer to his brother but Matthew shrank further back against the rocks. Then he 
heard the crunch of stone behind him and saw Matt visibly retreat into himself. Bree had followed Charles and 
now stood next to him, she looked defiantly at the two brothers and then wound her arms around Charles's 


neck, pressing her body into his side, facing towards Matthew as she did so. 


"What will you do now?" Bree asked, curling back her lip and taunting the younger man "He will be my mate 


because you are no longer wolf and cannot fulfil his lust 


At first there was no response at all, it was silent in the forest, just the wind softly sighing in the trees, then 
it felt like the night came alive as Matthew stood in one quick, lithe movement and in seconds his body 
transformed into the slender red wolf that had always been within him and he had thought was lost. 


"HE IS MINE!" Matt howled to the sky "HE WILL ALWAYS BE MINE!" 


The red wolf sprang towards Bree and Charles, teeth bared, eyes alight with hatred for the she-wolf that had 


dared to try and claim his brother, his mate, his soul, take him away from him. 


‘Leave, now, before | rip you apart and feed you to the Ravens." Matthew growled, his muscled limbs taut, 
body quivering with anger. 


Bree turned away, looking back only once at the two Greywolf brothers standing side by side on the rocks. 
Charles had transformed to protect Matt if he needed it, he couldn't trust Bree not to perform dark magic on 
him or Matthew but she retreated down the rocky pathway, seemingly unwilling to try anything at that 
moment. When she had disappeared from view Charles rubbed his head gently against Matthew, licking his face 


and his ears, his plumed tail wagging ecstatically. Small yips split the night as the two wolves capered around 
each other in delight, celebrating the return of Matthew's wolf spirit. 


Later, when the brothers returned to the cabin it was to find Falk Maria sitting in Attila's lap. The older man 
talking softly to his mate whilst Roel prepared supper for the pack 


Charles and Matthew were still partly in wolf phase, in their excitement they had forgotten to change when 
they reached the cabin Attila stood up abruptly, almost dropping Falk on the floor. 


‘Matthew, my dear son, you are wolf again," Attila exclaimed, rubbing his hand through Matthew's thick red 


mane. 


Matthew shook himself thoroughly, rejoicing in the powerful wolf body, then gradually changed back to human 
form, Charles following. Attila hugged them both, his large hands gripping the boys tightly. 


"Thank the wolf Gods that all is well again," he said, raising his hands to the sky and crossing himself. 

Bringing Falk and Roel to stand beside them they formed a circle and Attila said a prayer of thanksgiving that 
they were all safe and the pack was complete again, together they howled to the sky, the Bloodred 5 were 
whole. 

"But what of the Luna's? Where are they?" Charles asked, which earned him a fiery glare from Matthew. 
"Gone," Roel replied. 

"Whilst you were looking for Matthew, three male wolves arrived, they had survived the fire that had taken 
the rest of the pack that the Luna's belonged to and had come in search of them, finding their scent led them 
here.” Attila explained. 


"Fiona and Gwen went to them straight away but Bree was nowhere to be found," Falk said. 


"She was after my brother," Matthew snarled, showing his teeth in anger at the thought of what had 
happened, feeling the hackles rise up his back. 


Charles put his arm around Matthew's neck and pulled him in close, kissing the side of his head softly. 


"Bree followed me when! went to find Matty," Charles said "She taunted him with the fact that | would be her 
mate because Matt was no longer wolf but then a miracle happened and my beautiful red wolf rose to claim 


me. He was fierce and strong, he is whole again, his inner wolf spirit returned in a blaze of glory.’ 


Matthew smiled sheepishly and buried his face into Charles's warmth, glad to know his brother was proud of 
him. Happy to be back to what they had always been. 


"Bree returned as the rest of her pack were leaving so she joined them, even though at first she seemed 


reluctant," Attila told them. 


"She wanted revenge | expect," Matthew said "She had an evil streak that showed itself today. If her pack 


hadn't returned there would have been fights between us because | wouldn't let her near Charles again 


Charles grinned widely, stroking his hand over his brother's auburn hair. 


"He has the fire within him and the hair to match," he said jokingly. Matthew bared his teeth and then 
collapsed against Charles laughing and hugging him. 


They sat down together and ate heartily, the harmony between the five was restored, each one glad that 


normality had returned. 


When they went to their mattresses Roel had a wistful look on his face, he had enjoyed the company of Gwen, 
her warmth and gentle ways, he had been alone for most of his life and apart from his other pack members 


he had no one. He sighed as he settled down to rest but soon fell into a deep sleep. 


Charles pulled Matthew close, their naked bodies touching from shoulder to feet, it felt good to be with each 
other like this, knowing that their relationship was in tact again. Charles nuzzled into Matt's neck, gently nipping, 
kissing and licking the paleness of his skin, Matthew groaned softly, winding his fingers through Charles's thick 
hair, pulling him down for a long and passionate kiss. 

‘lam yours again," he whispered "Take me now Charlie." 

"Are you sure you're ready for this little brother?" Charles mouthed against Matthew's lips. 

Matt closed his eyes and pulled Charles on top of him. 

"What do you think?" he growled. 

Charles grinned wickedly, positioning himself between Matthew's legs 

"I think the answer is definitely yes my beautiful red wolf” 

Attila smiled into the darkness, Falk lay satisfied beside him, softly snoring against his Alpha's side. He could 
hear the muffled groans and sighs coming from the Greywolf's area of the cabin and knew that the two 
brothers were fine. 

With that in mind he turned on his side and encircled Falk in his embrace, satisfied that all was well in the pack, 
he could sleep peacefully again until the night. They would go off then for their last big hunting spree before 


Winter, completely settled in around the cabin in the forest where the wolf pack would remain in isolation until 


Spring returned. 


The End... 


